INTERVIEWS  OF   GEORGE  MOORE   IJI
watching, and the critics scribbling, the final
Critic might perhaps be appraising the soul
of the author. It was a solemn moment. It
did not have the full ecstasy of a brutal
murder-trial nor the all-shattering emotion
of the arrival of some imbecile actress who
had been hailed as a vedette of the films.
It was, however, something. The Press
scavenged industriously, and Society was not
displeased.
But Mr. George Moore, according to
his habit, had cheated both death and the
scavengers. On the morning after the
triumph he was sufficiently well to sit up
and enjoy the perusal of the papers. He
was self-possessed enough to realize the
value of praise that bore no relation to the
fact, but he was, after all, a man. For the
moment he topped the bill of letters. Hardy,
his lifelong enemy, was a pricked bubble.
Kipling, Galsworthy, Shaw> Wells and
Bennett all stood on the one side. The
stage was cleared, the limelight was directed
on one point, the immense audience waited.
The curtain rose and revealed Mr. George
Moore sitting up in bed. His straight white
hair was lankly brushed across the skull, the
slightly plump cheeks had not wholly lost
their irrelevant pint, and the glacial blue of
the eyes in a curious way disinfected the
hysteria which surrounded him. Neverthe-
less a great silence was imposed while duly